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Summary: Johanna Mason didn't run. From anything. Ever. Until 
Now . 


Running 

Fuck. Fuck. This wasn't supposed to happen. She knew she was far to 
damaged for this. They both were. She was only glad that she had that 
invitation to 12. Running wasn't her style, but he wasn't here just 
now and she needed to get away from the home they shared. She 
couldn't think with his scent in their bed, his clothes in the 
closet, his razor on the bathroom sink. She wasn't running, she was 
taking some time out. 

>The universe may have it in for her, but at least it provided her 
with the opportunity to have space to think this over. She had 
choices, it wasn't like it was before the war, where women had to 
keep going, regardless of the danger to their own health, their own 
sanity. No, they had choices now and she was damned sure she was 
going to think every single one of them over. She had to do this 
without him, regardless of how much he loved her. And how much she 
loved him. Damn him for making her fall in love with him.<p> 

Johanna moved quickly, packing her bags to walk to the train station. 
She didn't want to risk calling a car, if he asked, they'd tell him 
exactly what he wanted to know, they'd have little choice in the 
matter. And he might not get her destination right at first guess, 
after all she had known Annie far longer than Katniss and Peeta, but 
one call to her dead best friend's mentally unstable widow would tell 
him he needed to look elsewhere. And though she'd kept the invitation 
to herself, it wouldn't take him long to track her down, after all, 
he had access to every security camera in Panem should he want or 
need it . 

>He wasn't due home for another two weeks, and this way, he'd come 
home to find her out, and think she was either at work, or out in the 
small woodland that the district afforded. He'd only start to worry 
if she wasn't home twenty four hours later, because she would often 



go to the woods straight from work. That gave her fifteen days. Add 
that to the ten weeks or so she had guessed she had already and that 
was over three months. <p> 

It was only the tightness of her work pants that had given her the 
slightest inkling in the first place. And being fair, she'd ignored 
it for the last couple of weeks, putting it down to being bloated 
from eating the crap they served in the mess hall. They'd always 
eaten at home. It wasn't common knowledge that they were together. In 
fact, it was only Beetee that knew, and that was only because the 
genius had managed to interrupt one of their more frenzied sessions 
on the floor of their shared apartment. Not that anyone knew they 
shared an apartment. They were allocated living space on the same 
floor of the military block which had gone a long way to not giving 
their game away. Yeah, they'd managed for four damned years to keep 
this to themselves, and now she was running from it. 

She supposed that at the very least she should call ahead, let them 

know she was coming. The four years of phone calls between them 

wouldn't raise any suspicions and hey, even she was allowed time off. 
She lifted the receiver of the phone on his night stand, and punched 
in the familiar number. 

>She tells Peeta that she's coming to the toasting, and he seems to 
be somewhat surprised at this turn of events, going so far as to say 
he'd not expected her to want to be part of something that she would 

refer to as soppy bullshit. But she just tells him to have something 

good to eat ready for when she gets there. <p> 

She enjoyes the train ride. She knows that Katniss isn't a fan, and 
that Annie just can't set foot on one. To be fair, it was the train 
that took them from their relatively ordinary lives to being the 
playthings of the Capitol. But she doesn't mind it. It's fast, 
comfortable, and its busy. Which means she's less likely to be 
spotted. And dressed like this, she doubts many will recognise her. 
She's always been done up, in dresses and make up, her hair always 
styled. And she looks so different from the child she was in the 
games, the dressed up victor, the tortured prisoner she was during 
the war, or the crazy survivor she was after. 

>She ' s travelled more with her work than he with his and she always 
opts to take the train. She likes to watch the districts as she 
passes through them. It's only ever 7 she feels a pang for when the 
train stops to refuel there. It's just by chance that there was some 
sort of plan failure in 5 and he had to go out to put it right. He'd 
been there for two weeks already and with the two weeks he still had 
left there, it gave her time.<p> 

When the train pulls into 12, she grabs her bag and jumps off the 
train onto the solid concrete of the platform. Of course he's there 
to meet her, Peeta is the epitome of chivalry, and if it were anyone 
else she'd probably have several choice words for them. But it's him, 
the man that was tortured in the cell beside her and she can never 
find it to be too unkind. Instead, she walks up to him and allows him 
to hug her, but only briefly. 

"Long time no see baker boy." 

"It's good to see you too Johanna." 


She can't help but smirk at the beaming smile he's giving her. 



"I hope you've got something good to eat Mellark, my stomach is 
starting to think my throat's been cut." 


He laughs then. It's good to hear. Peeta and Katniss have fixed each 
other, and if she's honest she knows how it feels to be mostly fixed. 
_He ' s_ done that for her, and she adds that to her mental list of 
things to add into her weighing of her situation. 

Dinner doesn't disappoint. There's fresh rabbit stew - something 
she's become accustomed to over the last four years a€" served with 
boiled potatoes, not the awful ones like in 13, but baby ones, 
freshly picked from the back garden. And there's crusty bread, fresh, 
white and still warm from the oven, to dip in the stew and soak up 
all the juices. She is in no doubt that Katniss caught the rabbit 
just that morning, and that Peeta was responsible for turning it into 
this meal. And afterwards, whilst they sit in the living room in 
front of the fire, they eat cake Peeta has baked and drink tea. She's 
pretty sure the two love-birds don't notice that she's not touched a 
drop of alcohol since she arrived. Luckily for her, their thoughts 
are on the toasting, set for the day after tomorrow. 

The following day she's sitting on the back porch, looking out over 
the garden and it's vegetable patches, both hands clasped tightly 
round her hot coffee cup. She's miles away, weighing up her options, 
thinking about what he'd say, what he'd _do_ if he found out that she 
was carrying his child. She didn't even notice anyone was there until 
Peeta spoke. 

"So, wanna tell me about it?" 

She didn't, not really, but it came out anyway, quieter, and far 
weaker than she really wanted. 

"I'm pregnant . " 

The silence stretched on for what felt like hours, but was really 
only minutes, maybe even seconds. 

"So, who's the dead meat then?" 

She half laughs. "I don't think you want to know. Really." 

Peeta raised his eyebrows in surprise. "It's someone we 
know? " 

"Yeah. " 

"Then you'll have to tell us at some point Jo. What if it looks like 
him? " 

The name stung. She only let _him_ call her that, the father of the 
life inside her. 

" I know . " 

"How far?" 

"I don't know. A little under three months maybe?" 

"Oh. Now I get it.." 



"Get what, bread boy?" 


"The clothes." 

"They've worked though, haven't they." 

It wasn't a question, it was a statement of fact, one that even Peeta 
couldn't deny. 

"I guess they have." 

"Then keep it that way. I still don't know what I'm going to do about 

it . " 

She knew, as soon as the words formed in her mouth that he'd be hurt 
by her statement, but she couldn't stop them from coming out. She 
knew how much Peeta wanted kids, and how much Katniss resisted. His 
shoulders slumped and he pushed himself off the porch, retreating 
back into the house. Dinner that evening was a busy affair though, 
with the arrival of guests for the next day, and Peeta carried on as 
though everything were perfectly normal, or at least normal for that 
particular group of people. 

The ceremony is smaller and much more intimate than she had imagined 
it would be. It's something she's been told about, but marriage has 
never taken her interest and so she never asked about the details. 

>There are few guests. Katniss' mother, who had come from four 
yesterday and was staying in the bedroom the far side of Katniss and 

Peeta 's room. The mother and daughter had become closer in the last 

two years . <br>Plutarch, who had flown in from the Capitol yesterday 
too, along with Effie. They had stopped for Annie, who had managed to 
get herself together to the point that she was coping well most days, 
and her toddler son, Finn. The four of them were staying in Peeta' s 
old house next door. 

Haymitch, who was now mostly sober was there of course, after all, 

there was hot food to be had and a drink to toast with. But he was 

far removed from the drunk that she'd known since her games. 

>The other guests she only half recognised, and had to be introduced 
to them. The girl that had helped Peeta in 13, Delly, and her 
husband, Thom. They seemed nice enough, maybe too nice for her. The 
last two guests she knew as soon as she saw them, but she couldn't 
bring herself to talk to them.<p> 

It's four pm when they all gather outside the house, and Katniss and 
Peeta cross the threshold first, together. They make a fire together 
and toast a piece of bread, before sharing it. And that's it. They'd 
been to the Justice Building first thing that morning with Katniss' 
mother and Haymitch to sign the official papers, but according to 
Delly, no one in 12 felt married until they'd had a toasting. 

The dinner afterwards was nothing fancy either. Carrot soup made with 
home grown carrots, was followed by lamb stew, with plums. It 
reminded her so much of the Capitol, and the training centre before 
it became her prison, and as delicious as it was to everyone else it 
tasted like ash in her mouth. She wondered briefly how Katniss and 
Peeta could choose to have this particular dish on a day that was 
happy for them, yet held so many bad memories. She pushed back her 



chair and excused herself, but before she could move away from the 
table there was a knock on the front door. 


To everyone gathered round the table, any unknown knock at the door 
was a reason to worry, to be frightened. They all knew well that 
there was noting to be frightened of, but that didn't stop them all 
exchanging worried glances with each other. Only the people round the 
table were supposed to know about today. She heard the scrape of 
chairs, and saw Haymitch, Peeta and Thom all rise. 

"I'll go. I was getting up anyway." 

She just catches the worried look in Peeta 's eye, and she knows that 
he's thinking he should protect the pregnant woman, but he also knows 
the promise he made to to her yesterday, and so he sits back down 
last, as she walks into the hall. No one would dare argue with 
Johanna Mason, and to do so now would raise suspicions. 

>With all the ferocity she can gather, which she knows is a lot, she 
yanks the door open, expecting to punch whoever has dared interrupt 
the afternoons proceedings. Instead she can only utter one angry 
phrase . <p> 

"What the fuck are you doing here?" 

He was supposed to be away for another two weeks. 

Her words must raise suspicious curiosity, and she hears several 
chairs scrape on the polished wooden floor, then the sound of several 
sets of footsteps behind her. He ignores them all though. 

"I could ask you the same thing." He flicks the invitation between 
his fingers. 

He's angry, she can tell. But his eyes take all of her in, from her 
feet to her waist. And then he jerks his head up and his eyes meet 
hers. Of course he had to notice. The others are friends, family, but 
he's the one that's seen her day in, day out, for the last four 
years. The one that's run his hands over her bare skin, the one 
that's bathed with her on a daily basis, slept with his arm round her 
waist. He knows her body better than she does. And though the outfit 
she has on today is enough to obscure the view from the others, it's 
no where close to hiding it from his gaze. 

Her mouth dries quickly in the silence and she takes a step back as 
he steps forwards and into the hall. No one says a word except for 
Peeta . 

"Gale?" 

Their own drama seems to have passed most people by, but she can tell 
by his tone that Peeta isn't questioning the man who had once been 
his rival on his presence on his doorstep. He was questioning her, 
asking her to confirm his suspicions. 

"What's _he_ doing here?" She hears Katniss ask. 

The reply he gives his former best friend doesn't help matters. 

"I came to see Jo. My girlfriend. And apparently, the mother of my 
child. " 



And for the first time in her life, Johanna doesn't know how to 
handle something and so she turns and runs up the stairs, into the 
furthest guest bedroom, closing the door and sliding down against it, 
knees drawn up and her arms encircling them. 

She can hear the commotion downstairs, the raised voices, the 
exclamations and the accusations. But she doesn't hear his footsteps 
on the stairs. She doesn't know he's there until she hears his voice 
on the other side of the door. It's quiet, desperate. 

"Jo, open the door. Please!" 

She's angry. With him, for doing this to her. With herself, for 
running away. With everyone, with everything. 

"No." The venom she know is in her voice but she just can't stop it 
from shooting out. 

"Jo, please. Just open the damned door." 

She chuckles almost silently. He's never been one to mollycoddle her 
un-nesseserily . They're well suited, him and her. They're both fucked 
up beyond all repair. Both murderers by other peoples hands. They 
both have their demons. But somehow, they've managed to fix one 
another. Not wholly, but as good as it's going to get. She still 
hates water on her face and head, he still looks like a guilty puppy 
when he sees kids running around the district. But they do work well 
together, and not only in the employment sense. 

"Fuck it." She whispers under her breath as she stands and opens the 
door just a tiny crack, before retreating to the floor beside the bed 
and leaning her back against the edge of the mattress. 

"So, can I come in?" 

She can hear the sarcasm in his voice and she responds in kind. 

"I suppose." 

She doesn't look at him as he walks across the room to her, she 
doesn't pay him any attention when he sits down beside her and pulls 
his knees up, almost mirroring hers, and resting his arms on top. He 
wastes no time in getting to the point. 

"How far along Jo?" 

"I don't know. Ten weeks, give or take." 

He doesn't say anything for a second or two, processing how pregnant 
she is. He doesn't turn to her when he speaks again. 

"Why'd you run Jo?" 

"I didn't know what I wanted ... what I wanted to do." 

The words she chose aren't lost on him. She knows he feels the full 
weight of her meaning. 

"You were going to... without telling me?" 



But he's not angry. She turns and looks at him, and he meets her eyes 
with his. She can see the hurt in them. 

"Yeah. No. Fuck I don't know Gale. I'm not cut out for this." 

"For what? For a baby? For us?" 

"I don't know, yes, no." 

That's when the tears that she's been fighting to hold back cascade 
down her cheeks. He pulls her over to him, sits her in between his 
own legs and holds her, just holds her. Lets her cry out every last 
tear she's ever needed to get out, on the floor, in Mellark's bedroom 
of all the fucking places. 

When she calms, he lifts her face, wiping her tears away with his 
thumbs. They sit like that in silence for another hour, the way they 
do in the bath, her between his legs, her back leaning against his 
chest. He has one hand against the top of her left thigh, the other 
entwined in hers, only this time, it's not dangling beside her in the 
shallow bath water, it's resting on the barely there bump under her 
top . 

"So, are we going to do this thing?" 

He sounds hopeful, and she knows he's waiting for her to tell him no. 
To bring his world crashing down around him. And she realises that 
she hasn't had any intention of doing anything other than keeping 
this baby since she spoke to Peeta on the porch yesterday, since he 
told her it might look like it's father. 

"I guess we are." 

And despite the tenderness of the moment, their lips crash together 
and somehow, they move to the bed and before they know it they're 
naked and he's inside her and she's calling his name into his 
shoulder . 

An hour later, when they walk down the stairs hand in hand, she 
wonders how everyone will react. After all, they're family. And more 
than that, his Mom and little sister are there. His actual family, 
and by extension, hers. But she needn't have worried, because as soon 
as they step into the dining room where everyone is gathered back 
round the table, empty pudding dishes pushed away and a half eaten 
wedding cake in the centre of the table, Haymitch looks up and as 
only he can, he speaks. 

>"Well, that was unexpected. Congratulations, Hawthorne . "<p> 

Johanna wonders if she's the only person that sees Haymitch and 
Hazelle holding hands beneath the table as the rest go back to the 
conversations that stalled when they walked in the room. 

>She takes a seat beside Peeta and he leans over and whispers in her 
ear . <p> 

"He's a good guy." 

She smiles and looks at Gale, who's got his little sister sitting on 
his knee and telling him excitedly how she's going to love the baby 
so much, and she knows Peeta 's right. She might not have planned 



this, but it's happened, and Gale will be a good father. 


Six months later Johanna is kneeling on their bed, naked except for a 
grey marl tank top. Her shouts can be heard by most of district 7. 
There was only one medical person she'd allow anywhere near her, and 
so Katherine Everdeen sits in the corner of the room, choosing not to 
get too close until it's absolutely necessary, letting Gale hold onto 
the labouring woman. 

She knows she's hurting him, but the pain is searing through her, 
crashing in waves against her, but she's determined that pain relief 
isn't going near her. She didn't fight morphling addiction to have it 
all go wrong now, just when someone was about to be dependant on 
her . 

Eventually, she feels the need to push, and after half an hour she 
finally feels her baby enter the world. She's exhausted but demands 
that the baby be handed to her instantly. She doesn't see the way way 
Gale looks at her in awe as she nestles the tiny, bloody baby between 
her breasts. She does however let him discover the sex of their baby. 
And when he tells her through his watery smile that it's a boy, she 
knows she should never have run from him. Together, they have fixed 
one another. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hi ! This is my first HG ff, so please be gentle !<p> 

Gale & Johanna seem like a good match to me, so after re-reading the 
books, 1 figured why not? 

I'm Scottish, but I've tried to keep American expressions - therefore 
what we call trousers, you guys call pants (pants here are 
undercrackers/knickers/boxers/brief s/panties etc.), and we tend to 
say bedside table/unit /drawers and I'm fairly sure you guys call them 
night stands . 

>If I've missed anything out, just shout and I'll have a scootchy and 
change it ! <p> 

I have made a start on a longer gale/ Jo fic, but whether I finish it 
or not remains to be seen - especially as I have several (and then 
some) unfinished works hanging around my hard drive! 

As always, reviews are very much appreciated, as long as there's no 
burning flames! 

Disclaimer: These characters and anything else you recognise from the 
Hunger Games trilogy, do not belong to me and are the intellectual 
property of Suzanne Collins. 


End 
f lie . 



